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BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH 

^T'HE  author  of  this  little  volume  of  poems, 
the  Rev*  John  Henry  Pratt,  D»  D.,  was 
bom  near  Athens,  in  Athens  County,  Ohio, 
June  J  0th,  J  822.  His  parents,  David  Pratt 
and  Julia  Perkins  Pratt,  had  come  from  Con- 
necticut and  were  pioneers  in  the  early  settle- 
ment of  Ohio.  They  raised  a  family  of  six 
children  —  three  sons  and  three  daughters. 
John  Henry  was  the  fourth  child  and  the 
second  son.  In  a  Christian  home,  where 
habits  of  obedience  and  industry  were  firmly 
and  gently  taught  and  faithfully  and  lovingly 
learned,  he  passed  a  bright  and  happy  child- 
hood and  youth.  In  due  time  he  entered  the 
University  of  Ohio,  located  at  Athens,  and 
graduated  in  J  844. 

After  completing  his  college  course  Dr.  Pratt 
was  for  several  years  a  successful  teacher.  In 
J  850  he  entered  Princeton  Theological  Semi- 
nary, from  which  institution  he  graduated  in 
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J  853.  The  same  year  he  was  licensed  to 
preach  by  the  Presbytery  of  New  Brunswick* 
His  first  ministerial  work  was  done  as  a  home 
missionary  in  1853-54,  at  the  Spring  Garden 
Mission,  Philadelphia, 

On  June  Jst,  J  854,  Dr»  Pratt  was  united  in 
marriage  with  Miss  Julia  Perkins,  daughter  of 
the  Rev.  Henry  Perkins,  D.  D.,  of  AUentown, 
New  Jersey.  This  was  the  beginning  of  a  long 
and  happy  married  life. 

In  J  856  Dr.  Pratt  accepted  a  call  to  become 
the  pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  church  at  his  boy- 
hood home,  Athens,  Ohio.  He  was  ordained 
and  installed  in  this  office  by  the  Presbytery  of 
Hocking.  It  was  his  privilege  also  to  be  near 
and  minister  to  his  now  aged  parents  until  both 
were  called  to  their  heavenly  home.  His  pas- 
toral charge  at  Athens  extended  over  twelve 
fruitful  and  blessed  years  of  service.  In  J  868 
he  was  called  to  the  Presbyterian  Qiurch  of 
Marion,  Ohio.  This  charge,  lasting  four  years, 
was  his  last.    Failing  health  made  it  necessary 
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for  him,  in  J  8  72,  to  seek  rest  from  active  minis- 
terial duties. 

During  the  remaining  years  of  his  life  Dr. 
Pratt  lived  a  part  of  the  time  at  Aflentown, 
New  Jersey,  and,  later,  at  Philadelphia,  spend- 
ing the  summers  for  the  most  part  at  Ocean 
Grove,  New  Jersey*  Throughout  these  later 
years  he  was  an  honored  member  of  the  Pres- 
bytery of  Monmouth. 

Dr.  Pratt  was  ever  a  staunch  friend  of 
Christian  education.  He  was  for  years  a  trus- 
tee of  the  University  of  Wooster,  at  Wooster, 
Ohio.  From  this  institution,  in  the  year  1887, 
he  received  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Divinity. 

It  is,  however,  something  other  than  the 
external  facts  and  chronology  of  a  life  which 
constitutes  its  chief  interest.  The  date  of  birth 
and  marriage  and  death ;  the  place  where  a  life 
began,  the  scenes  through  which  it  passed,  and 
the  Pisgah  from  which  it  took  its  flight — these 
things,  as  related  to  the  life  itself,  are  but  as  the 
frame  is  to  a  picture.    Every  life  is  interesting  if 


we  but  come  into  real  contact  with  it»  There  is 
nothing  so  magnetic  as  soul  affinity*  There  is 
nothing  in  life  more  engaging  than  soul  har- 
mony.  Once  let  the  chords  of  two  souls  vibrate 
in  unison  and  there  is  born  the  sweet  music  of 
friendship* 

The  subject  of  this  sketch  had  a  vein  of 
sparkling  humor ;  he  had  a  touch  of  real  poetic 
fancy;  he  was  possessed  also  of  a  broad  sym- 
pathy with  mankind  and  a  deep  reverence  and 
gratitude  toward  God*  These  traits  of  charac- 
ter were  sufficiently  pronounced  to  form,  on  one 
side  or  another,  constant  bonds  of  attachment 
to  those  who  came  within  the  genial  circle  of 
his  friendship*  Moreover  it  was  but  natural, 
since  he  was  above  all  else  a  thoughtful  man, 
that,  if  he  wrote  at  all,  he  should  crystallize 
these  traits  of  his  character  and  should  give 
them  possibly  their  most  perfect  expression  in 
writing* 

At  his  home  in  Philadelphia,  on  October 
Uth,  \S99f  after  a  long,  useful  and  happy  life. 


the  final  summons  came  for  Dr«  Pratt.    It  was 

his  wish,  as  also  that  of  his  devoted  wife,  who 

survived  him  only  ten   months,  that  a  small 

volume  of  his  poems  might  be  made,  and,  as  a 

memorial,  handed  to  his  friends*    Hence,  not 

in  this  fragmentary  sketch,  but  in  the  poems 

themselves,  I  venture  to  hope,  will  be  read  the 

author's  life* 

H.  H.  R 
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A  WISH 

T  LONG  to  leave  a  token, 

When  I  have  passed  away, 
In  words  most  kindly  spoken 

To  those  who  dwell  in  clay; 
I  would  beguile  their  souls  awhile 
And  gain  from  some  perchance  a  smile, 

A  smile,  in  path  of  duty, 

Is  not  without  its  worth. 
But  is  a  thing  of  beauty 

Angelic  on  the  earth. 
One  little  smile,  one  little  while, 
Will  brighten  many  a  weary  mile* 


LIFE 

ILTOW  small  the  space^  how  hid  from  view, 
Where  life  begins  both  strange  and  new 
Which  bye  and  bye  comes  peering  through! 

Within  are  formed  the  eyes,  the  feet, 

No  power  appears  but  gentle  heat. 

Yet  there  is  wrought  the  frame  complete. 

Oh !  wondrous  wisdom,  wondrous  skill ! 
And  there  within  each  frame  a  will. 
And  each  its  own,  more  wondrous  still. 

Anon  if  bird,  it  tries  the  air 

A  life  complete  self-centered  there. 

And  often,  how  exceeding  fair. 

An  instinct,  now,  the  creature  guides 
Which  over  all  its  ways  presides. 
As  changeless  as  the  changeless  tides. 

And  what  is  this  ?    One  solar  source 
Is  now  to  Being^s  vital  course. 
To  Being^s  central  sun  and  source. 


And  here  we  have  what^  traced  aright, 
Shall  lead  us  up  through  all  the  night 
To  fount  of  all,  one  living  Light, 

And  this  the  Light  which  comes  from  far, 
From  every  rolling,  radiant  star 
Where  Being  is,  whence  beings  are. 

Enough  I   Enough !    What  need  of  more  ? 
One  primal  Life  floods  every  shore : 
We  gaze,  we  wonder,  we  adore* 

O  Thou  who  art  of  all  the  sun, 
In  whom  the  universe  is  one. 
Throughout  it  all  Thy  will  be  done! 

It  matters  not  or  great  or  small — 
An  insect,  man,  or  angel  tall — 
One  vital  source  is  fount  of  all* 


OF  GOD 

^n^IS  all  of  God — the  human  frame ; — 
In  high^  in  low,  *tis  just  the  same* 
The  eye,  the  ear,  the  heart,  the  limb — 
AU — ever  speak  the  praise  of  Him* 

Such  pleasing  outline,  and  such  skill ; 
Such  prompt  obedience  to  the  will ; 
Such  sweetness  in  the  touch  and  tone — 
^Tis  aU  of  God,  and  Him  alone* 

There  might  have  been  a  hoof,  or  paw. 
Of  bird  the  beak,  or  cat  the  claw ; 
But  no;  ^twas  love  contrived  the  whole. 
And  in  it  lodged  a  human  soul* 

AU  praise  to  Him*    All  praise  to  Him 
Who  planned  and  fashioned  every  limb* 
No  hand  of  mine  built  all  that^s  here. 
From  nimble  foot  to  curious  ear* 


A  BOUQUET 

'T'HE  heliotrope,  and  daily  rose, 
■'■      With  blue  forget-me-not,  disclose 
With  pleasing  art,  a  trusting  heart, 
Which  Love  hath  captured  by  his  dart. 


KISSES 

npELL  me,  lady,  what  is  sweetest, 

What,  of  all  things,  the  completest  ? 
'Tis  the  kiss  of  him  we  love  most* 
Nay,  'tis  the  kiss  of  her  we  love  most. 

Nay,  'tis  two  kisses.    Here  true  bliss  is. 
This,  fair  lady,  is  the  sweetest — 
This,  of  all  things,  the  completest. 


WOMAN 

TUfAN  in  Eden — just  new  made — 
Was  not  happy,  Fm  afraid: 
All  around  him,  much  like  chaff, 
Till  he  found  his  other  half* 

Other  half  ?    Then,  he  was  whole : 
Whole  in  body,  whole  in  souK 
He,  a  king:    And  what  was  she 
But  a  queen,  of  high  degree ! 

Hand  in  hand — heart  beating  high — 
All  is  bright  towards  their  sky ; 
'Tis  Eden  Vound — no  taint  of  sin — 
Eden  Vound,  and  heaven  within* 

Eden  still  exists  on  earth; 
Scripture  speaks  of  second  birth; 
Birth  ?    Aye,  aye,  and  **  from  above,'* 
Into  world  of  light  and  love* 


CONTENTMENT 

VV7E  are  living  in  a  palace, 
^  My  wife  and  I; 

"We  are  sitting  at  a  board; 
We  are  drinking  from  a  chalice 
Such  as  only  kings  afford — 
My  wife  and  I. 

From  the  amplest  wardrobe,  taken, 
Is  the  dress  we  daily  wear; 

It  has  jewels  interwoven, 
Jewels  costly,  many,  rare. 

There  are  noble  lords,  and  ladies. 
Sitting  by,  on  either  hand — 

First  in  wisdom,  first  in  beauty. 
First  in  merit  in  the  land. 

We  have  all  their  wisest  counsel. 
My  wife  and  I — 
All  the  wealth  that  they  command; 
And  we  sit  as  high — untitled — 
As  the  wisest  in  the  land — 
My  wife  and  L 


SOME  ADJUNCTS 

TV7ITH  my  dinner — and  just  after — 
Let  my  house,  from  base  to  rafter, 
Shake  a  little  with  good  laughter. 

During  dinner  let  no  clatter 
Be  of  spoon,  or  cup,  or  platter : 
Quiet  all — a  weighty  matter. 

Not  for  me  or  port,  or  sherry : 
But  of  Oolong — fragrant  very — 
And  the  Mocha — odorous  berry. 

Music  there  may  be,  with  laughter — 
'Twill  not  hurt,  before  or  after — 
Through  the  house,  from  base  to  rafter. 


SAMSON'S  FOXES 

CAMSON  caught  and  caged  in  boxes, 

In  days  of  yore, 
Of  red  and  gray  and  grizzled  foxes, 

Thrice  five  score* 
That  year  the  plowman  plowed  in  vain 

His  fertile  ground ; 
For  when  the  time  of  harvest  came 

No  sheaf  was  bound* 
That  year  Philistia^s  sons  were  vexed. 

Ah,  sorely  tried. 
For  want  of  grains  and  fruit  perplexed 

On  every  side ; 
For  Samson^s  foxes,  thrice  five  score. 
All  caught  and  caged  some  days  before. 
Were  taken  out  and  nicely  tied. 
Tail  by  tail  and  side  by  side, 
With  torch  and  firebrands  well  supplied* 
Now  look!    As  far  as  eye  can  gaze 
The  corn  and  vines  and  olives  blaze* 
No  Western  prairie,  all  on  fire, 
E*er  burned  more  fiercely,  leaping  higher* 
No  wonder,  then,  the  reaper  found 
Nor  shock  nor  sheaf  on  that  sere  ground* 
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The  foxes  sent  with  vile  intent 

Had  reaped  so  clean, 
Not  e'en  a  brier  that  'scaped  the  fire 

Could  now  be  seen* 
Now  Samson's  plans  were  so  well  laid 
That  all  his  wrongs  were  well  repaid; 
But  how  the  foxes'  tails  were  cured 
I  never  yet  have  been  assured. 
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A  VISION 

ARK  the  night  was,  dark  and  dreary; 
Brain  and  body  both  were  weary — 

Weary  with  the  toils  of  life* 
Sad  I  sat  in  silent  sorrow, 
Brooding  on  the  unknown  morrow, 

Morrow  with  its  care  and  strife* 

Slumber  came  with  potent  pinions, 
Perfumed  in  her  own  dominions. 

Gliding  through  my  chamber  door* 
Quickly  fled  the  sad,  the  real : 
Quickly  came  the  glad,  ideal. 

Gliding  through  my  chamber  door* 

Now  the  wafls  were  all  impainted. 
As  the  sun  impaints  the  rocks. 

Where  at  eve  the  Alpine  shepherd 
Driveth  home  his  fleecy  flocks* 

And  within  my  room  were  faces, 

Oh!  so  beautiful  and  fair. 
That  I  could  not  doubt  the  traces 

On  the  walls  had  come  from  there. 
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In  a  circlet  all  came  'round  me^ 

As  I  sat  within  my  chair ; 
While  such  radiant  beauty  bound  me 

In  delightful  wonder  there : 

We  are  come  from  out  the  gardens 
Of  the  Amaranthine  bowers^ 

Where  the  softest^  sweetest  sunlight 
Laughs  amid  perennial  flowers^ 

We  are  come  whence  youth  and  beauty, 
Joy  and  gladness,  never  cease; 

We  are  come  whence  hill  and  vafley 
Echo  with  the  hymns  of  peace. 

Often,  often,  sometimes  singly, 
Sometimes  two  or  more,  we  come. 

And  we  watch  o*er  weary  mortals 
'Til  we're  bid  **  convey  them  home/' 

In  thy  sadness — bear  thee  bravely — 
In  the  toils,  the  cares,  the  strife. 

In  the  sorrows,  crosses,  trials — 
'Tis  a  moment-mortal  life. 

Cuttings  sharp  must  set  the  jewel, 
Furnace  purify  the  gold ; 
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And  the  silver  must  be  melted 
Ere  **  the  image  **  you  behold. 

Often,  often,  sometimes  singly, 
Sometimes  two  or  more,  we  come, 

And  we  watch  o'er  weary  mortals 
Till  we,  glad,  convey  them  home. 

Quickly  vanished  all  my  heart-ache. 
While  such  voice,  as  soft  as  snowflake. 

Melted  in  my  inmost  soul; 
And  where  erst  had  been  but  sadness. 
Now  there  springeth  joy  and  gladness, 

Springeth  in  my  inmost  soul. 
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DREAMS 

TS  there  nothing,  nothing  better 

On  life's  swiftly  gliding  stream 
Than  the  ceaseless  tinsel  glitter 
Of  this  sad  and  bitter  dream  ? 

Is  there  not  some  rock  for  anchor, 

Be  it  but  a  little  while? 
Must  it  ever  burn  this  canker, 

And  overflow  this  bitter  bile  ? 

Tell  me,  tell  me — do  it  kindly. 
For  my  soul  is  sick  to  death — 

Must  I  ever  grope  thus  blindly 
Till  I  yield  this  mortal  breath  ? 

Better  far  the  humblest  creature. 

Bird  or  beetle  though  it  be. 
Than  of  God-like  form  and  feature 

Wedded  unto  misery, 

**  Born  of  God  ** — said  that  the  preacher- 
**  Ushered  into  life  and  love/' 

Oh,  he  dreamed  it !    I,  too,  dream  it : 
That  may  only  be  above. 
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Here  is  darkness,  here  is  danger, 
Here  is  guilt,  despair  and  death ; 

Peace  is  everywhere  a  stranger; 
Life  is  but  a  transient  breath. 

"Born  of  God— of  God  the  Spirit''— 
Whence  comes  this  delusive  gleam? 

**Sons — then  heirs,  all  things  inherit:  ** 
What  is  this  ?    A  dream !  a  dream ! 

Yet  it  calms  my  troubled  spirit ; 

It  gives  solace  to  my  soul : 
**  Not  of  purchase,  not  of  merit, 

But  of  kindly  gift  the  whole/* 

In  my  dream  'twas  so  I  heard  it, 

Heard  it  floating  in  the  air ; 
But  my  waking  thoughts  have  blurred  it. 

Has  it  record?    Tell  me  where? 

Oh,  I  long  once  more  to  have  it. 
Let  it  come  from  whence  it  may ! 

But,  good  sooth,  a  dream  I    I  fear  it 
Hath  no  entrance !    Hath  it  ?    Say ! 

Oh,  if  night  hath  such  instructions. 
Such  relief  from  galling  pain. 


Draw  who  will  his  own  deductions : 
Give  me  night  and  dreams  again. 

Dreams,  sweet  dreams !    They  are  the 
shadows 

Of  the  angels  passing  near ; 
While  voices,  if  one  listens, 

He  may  sometimes  sweetly  hear. 

So  IVe  found  it,  so  I  write  it. 
While  I  drop  a  joyous  tear. 

I  but  write  it — they  indite  it — 
Beauteous  beings  passing  near. 

Is  there  any — priest  or  preacher — 
That  hath  better  word  than  this : 

Born  of  God  and  his  in  feature? 
This  to  mortals,  this  is  bliss. 
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''WHAT  SHADOWS!'' 

npHERE  are  shadows,  beauteous  shadows, 
That  are  all  about  us  here; 
They  are  flitting ;  it  is  fitting 
They  are  flitting,  far  and  near* 

They  have  hopes  and  fears — these  shadows- 
Well  defined  their  forms,  and  dear ; 
Would  we  gain  them,  to  detain  them, 
Are  they  any  longer  here  ? 

Oh !  there*s  light  behind  the  curtain ; 
There  is  something  solid  there : 
But  with  us  are  only  shadows, 
Evanescent,  everywhere. 

Whence  and  wherefore  are  these  shadows. 

Often,  too,  so  very  fair? 

Are  they  children  of  the  sunlight 

And  the  circumambient  air  ? 

Not  of  these*    Oh,  no !  the  fingers 
That  have  wrought  with  skill  so  rare 
Are  divine ;  and  hence  there  lingers 
Much  of  heaven,  exceeding  fair. 
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If  to  shadows — such  are  mortals — 
So  much  beauty  hath  been  given, 
What  shall  be  within  the  portals 
Where  the  blessed  dwell  in  heaven? 
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TO  A  SISTER 

COME  forty  years  ago,  I  knew 
A  little  maid,  with  eye  of  blue 
And  auburn  hair:  was  that  maid  you  ? 

The  house  she  lived  in  faced  the  east* 
Of  children  six  the  youngest,  the  least* 
They  all  enjoyed  perpetual  feast — 

Perpetual  feast  of  mirth  and  fun 
In  happy  hearts,  where  set  of  sun 
Found  every  task  of  duty  done. 

An  elder  brother — one  of  three — 
Sometimes  this  little  maid  would  see. 
At  close  of  day,  would  weary  be* 

Weary  because  the  old  farm  lay — 
Where  he  had  worked  the  livelong  day 
And  whence  he  walked — two  miles  away* 

*Twas  then  her  little  nimble  feet 

To  **  Beebee^s  well,*^  across  the  street. 

Ran,  bringing  water,  cold  and  sweet* 


20 


So  one  of  old — the  Scriptures  tell — 
A  maiden  fair — at  Nahor^s  well 
Her  pitcher  filled^  and  what  befel ! 

But  pass  we  that,  yet  can^t  forget 
How  Sweetly  was  that  jewel  set — 
Jewel  it  was,  and  still  is  yet. 

The  water — blessed  be  the  feet 
That  brought  that  water  cold  and  sweet- 
It  touched  of  life  the  very  seat* 

And  blessed  be  her  hands  and  head, 
And  blessed  be  the  man  she  wed, 
And  blessed  be  their  daily  bread* 

Because  that  water — strange  to  say — 
Is  just  as  sweet  as  then  to-day. 
Though  forty  years  have  passed  away* 
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EXPERIENCE 

T  THE  past  recafled  with  tears, 

To  the  future  looked  with  fears; 
All  within  was  dark,  defiled: 
God  and  I  unreconciled* 

If  I  sought  his  face  in  prayer 
Nought  I  found  but  **  empty  air ;  ** 
I  was  weary,  wasted,  worn. 
Grieved  that  I  had  e*er  been  born* 

But  there  came  an  hour,  in  prayer, 
When  the  Saviour  met  me  there : 
Lo!  exceeding  word  or  thought 
Were  the  light  and  joy  he  brought* 

Banished  far  were  grief  and  fear — 
Jesus  precious,  Jesus  near. 
This  I  knew,  and  know  to-day. 
Ye  who  seek  it,  this  the  way* 
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HOPE 

JOY  of  joys,  by  far  the  sweetest 
Is  the  sense  of  pardoned  sin — 
Voice  of  Christ  to  burdened  conscience, 
Light,  and  peace,  and  heaven  within. 

This  was  mine;  and  never,  never 
Can  I  once  forget  that  hour ; 

It  is  now,  and  must  be  ever. 
Well  of  bliss  and  source  of  power. 

Holy  Spirit,  guard  and  guide  me; 

Source  of  sorrows  take  away, 
I  shall  reach,  whatever  betide  me, 

By  Thy  guidance,  perfect  day. 
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A  DREAM 

T  AST  night  I  dreamed,  and  lo !  I  seemed  to 
^  be 

In  little  boat,  far  out  afloat,  at  sea. 
The  winds  were  high;  the  waves  and  sky- 
did  meet. 
While  furious  gale  was  mixed  with  hail  and 
sleet. 

So  densely  dark,  my  little  bark  was  hid 
From  even  me,  the  waves  of  sea  amid. 
Was  I  afraid,  at  all  dismayed,  that  hour  ? 
Prayer  rose  on  high.   From  out  the  sky  came 
power: 

A  glorious  form  amid  that  storm  drew  near ; 

Angelic  he  appeared  to  be ;  and  I, 

With  hands  upraised,  but  gazed,  amazed, 

and  I — 
The  Lord  be  praised !  the  Lord  be  praised ! 

The  sky 

Was  clear ;  the  boat,  caught  up,  did  float  in 

air. 
While  air  and  sea  slept    tranquifly  !   now 

there! 
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'Twas  all  a  dream ;  and  yet  I  seem  today 
More  glad  to  be,  more  clear  to  see  my  way* 
If  such  are  dreams — but  broken  gleams  of 

light- 
Go,  garish  day;  but  come  and  stay,  come, 

night! 
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A  PRAYER 

"DLESSED  Saviour,  Thou  forever 
Room  shalt  find  within  my  heart* 
Dearest  Saviour,  may  I  never, 
Nevermore  from  Thee  depart. 

Blessed  Saviour,  walk  beside  me; 

Every  sin,  be  it  abhorred ; 
By  Thy  Word  and  Spirit  guide  me 

In  the  beauty  of  the  Lx)rd» 
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DIVINE  WISDOM 

!  better  by  far  than  much  silver  and  gold; 
Oh !  better  by  far  than  broad  acres  untold ; 
Yea,  better  than  learning,  or  friendship,  or 

fame, 
Is  wisdom  from  God,  with  the  joy  of  the 
same* 

Not  light  on  its  mission,  direct  from  the  sun; 
Not  dew  in  its  glitter  with  morning  begun, 
So  pure  is  and  fair  as  this  wisdom  divine: 
How  blest,  then,  the  man  who  can  say.  It  is 
mine! 

Oh !  better  by  far,  with  this  wisdom,  the  lot 
The  humblest  of  earth  has,  in  lowliest  cot. 
Than  that,  if  without  it,  of  prince  or  of  earl 
With  costliest  glitter  of  diamond  and  pearL 

Then  mine  be  this  wisdom — oh.  Hearer  of 

prayer. 
Its  worth  Thou  hast  taught  me — let  this  be 

my  share — 
Not  silver  nor  gold ;  but  this  wisdom  bestow, 
And  I  shall  rejoice  all  my  journey  below* 
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A  MOTIVE 

should  I  silent  be 

And  not  my  God  make  known  ? 
He  hath  not  fashioned  me 

Like  statue,  bronze  or  stone* 
Oh,  no ;  my  God  to  me  hath  given 
As  unto  one  beloved  of  Heaven ! 

Then  let  me,  hour  by  hour, 

To  all  our  fallen  race. 
In  Him,  and  in  His  power 

Proclaim  His  wondrous  grace; 
For,  lo !  to  me  my  God  hath  given 
As  unto  one  beloved  of  Heaven  1 
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GOD  EVERYWHERE 

OD  is  here,  and  God  is  there; 
Godt  our  God,  is  everywhere — 
On  the  mountains,  on  the  hills. 
In  the  rivers  and  the  rifls, 

In  the  everlasting  main 

And  in  fields  of  waving  grain, 

In  the  flowers,  the  shrubs,  the  trees, 

Swayed  by  every  passing  breeze ; 

In  the  lowing  of  the  herds. 
In  the  notes  of  all  the  birds. 
Where  Niagara's  waters  pour. 
Where  the  ocean  chafes  the  shore ; 

In  deep  caverns  and  in  mines 
Where  the  light  of  day  ne'er  shines, 
In  the  mists  that  rise  on  high. 
Yea,  in  all  the  earth  and  sky* 

God  is  here  and  God  is  there; 
Yea,  our  God  is  everywhere* 
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GOiyS  FAVOR 

"*  I  '^HE  God  that  made  the  sun  to  shine, 

The  God  that  built  the  heavens,  is  mine ; 
I  cannot  choose  but  love  His  ways ; 
I  cannot  help  but  speak  His  praise. 

His  power  is  great,  His  kingdom  vast, 
And  both  the  sun  shall  far  outlast ; 
Unnumbered  worlds  obey  His  nod 
And  own  Him  King,  Creator,  God* 

O,  blest  the  man  to  Him  who  hies 
In  filial  love,  on  Him  relies ! 
His  footsteps  angels  shall  attend. 
And  God  himself  will  be  his  friend* 

Compared  with  this,  what  empty  things 
Are  favors  given  by  earthly  kings ! 
So  tick  of  clock  to  ages  past. 
Or  water-drop  to  oceans  vast* 
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GOD  IS  LOVE 

'OD  is  love*    *Tis  love  that  binds 

Most  securely  noblest  minds : 
Love,  the  wisest  of  all  arts, 
Holds  and  thrills  the  happiest  hearts* 

God  is  Love*    Be  Love  my  theme 
When  I  Vake  or  when  I  dream, 
While  I  live ;  and  when  I  die 
Love  convey  me  **  Home  *'  on  high* 
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GOD'S  GREAT  HEART 

T  KNOW  not  what's  for  me  to-day 

Of  joy  or  gloom ; 
But  this  I  know :  in  God's  great  heart 

There's  room,  there's  room* 
'Tis  there  I've  hid,  and  there  I  stay, 
And  there,  I  hope  to,  many  a  day ; 
I  know  not  of  a  wiser  way* 

There's  room,  there's  room* 

And  there,  with  me,  are  not  a  few 

In  God's  great  heart* 
There's  room  for  all  who  hear  His  call 

In  God's  great  heart* 
In  city,  forest,  prairie,  glen. 
Who  handle  sword,  or  plow,  or  pen. 
Are  found  these — happiest  all  of  men — 

In  God's  great  heart* 

The  eagle  soars  in  fields  of  air 

And  light,  above ; 
I  dwell  in  regions  far  more  fair — 

A  world  of  love ! 
Let  who  will  wait  and  fear  and  sigh 
For  worlds  of  bliss  beyond  the  sky : 
A  world  of  bliss  to-day  have  I 

In  God's  great  heart* 
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HEAVEN  BEYOND 

/^^\H !  life  to  man  is  brief 

And  poor  upon  the  earth 
If  gold  of  good  is  chief, 
And  end  of  life  be  mirth : 
How  few  there  are  that  find  the  gold 
Till  years  on  earth  are  wellnigh  told ! 

But,  oh !  if  Heaven  be  chief, 
Be  first  in  heart  and  eye, 
Though  life  on  earth  be  brief 
It  need  not  cause  one  sigh, 
For  Heaven  is  nearer — love  and  rest — 
And  man  is  there  supremely  blest^ 

Aye,  more :  on  man's  brief  stay 

And  on  his  weary  road. 
If  Heaven  be  chief,  alway 
He  hath  the  smile  of  God: 
While  sowing  here  with  praise  and  prayer 
Shall  yield  the  richest  treasures  there. 
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THE  TRUE  WISDOM 

n^HRICE  happy  man  whose  heart  is  given 
To  Him  who  rules  the  hosts  of  heaven ; 
For  henceforth  wisdom  him  shall  guide 
And  over  all  his  ways  preside. 

But  wisdom  here  is  not  allied 
To  either  vanity  or  pride, 
But  hath  a  higher,  nobler,  worth. 
As  heaven  is  higher  than  the  earth. 

It  points  above  to  treasures  there ; 
To  mansions,  oh,  exceeding  fair  I 
To  wealth  surpassing  golden  ore; 
To  pleasures,  aye,  forevermore. 

Not  distant  far:  a  few  brief  years, 
A  few  sweet  smiles,  a  few  sad  tears, 
And  then  the  order  is,  **  Return.'* 
Oh !  when  will  men  true  wisdom  learn  ? 

'Tis  child  of  God — of  heaven  by  birth — 
And  none  can  know  its  priceless  worth. 
But  those  who,  taught  of  God,  receive 
His  holy  Word  and  by  it  live, 
Not  far  the  day  when  'twill  be  given 
To  these  to  know  the  joys  of  Heaven. 
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THE  BETTER  WAY 

"*  I  ^O  know  the  right  is  good ; 

To  do  it  is  far  better; 
When  conscience  says  **  You  should," 

Oh,  do  not  break  her  fetter ; 
For  conscience  heeded,  brings  repose, 
But  disregarded,  heavy  woes. 

Note  this,  again :  The  seed. 

Its  nature  changes  never ; 
What  is  an  evil  deed. 

That  evil  is  forever. 
Whoever  stored  from  evil  cheat 
An  hundred  fold  of  finest  wheat ! 

Again :  A  kindly  act. 

From  truthful  nature  springing, 
Is  an  eternal  fact. 

And  never  ceases  bringing 
On  nimble  feet  a  music  sweet 
Which  helps  to  make  our  joys  complete* 
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BEAUTIFUL  LOVE 

T"*RA.NSFORMING  love,  both  pure  and 
sweet, 
It  hath  its  source  at  Jesus*  feet ; 
'Tis  there  it  wells ;  you'll  find  it  there ; 
'Tis  found  alone  by  faith  and  prayer* 

Behold  with  me  the  morning  dew, 
An  emblem  beautiful  and  true 
Of  what  this  love  will  do  for  you, 
The  light  of  Heaven  still  shining  through* 

O  Light  and  Love  1    O  Love  and  Light  — 
How  beautiful  by  day  or  night — 
Irradiate  all  my  house  of  clay 
Till  I  shall  pass  to  endless  day! 
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THE  WIDOW  OF  ZAREPHATH 

I  Kings,  xvii 

HERE  dwelt  a  widow  there 
Whose  name  was  in  God^s  book ; 

In  faith  and  humble  prayer 
To  him  her  cares  she  took: 

Her  prayers  came  up  before  His  throne 

And  God  recorded  her  his  own. 

To  her  the  prophet  goes — 
Most  meager  store  had  she — 

But  God  his  chosen  knows, 
And  Lord  of  all  is  He : 

It  is  enough !    The  oil,  the  meal, 

Do  now  his  unseen  hand  reveaL 

Oh,  happy  they  who  live 

In  atmosphere  of  prayer ! 
The  Lord  will  surely  give 

To  them  His  guardian  care ; 
Will  hear  their  cries,  will  send  supplies 
And  fill  their  souls  with  sweet  surprise* 
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WHITHER? 

/^H,  Church  of  God  I  say,  whither,  now  ? 
What  light  is  that  before  thy  prow  ? 
The  age  in  which  we  live  ?    Beware ! 
Put  it  astern ;  'twere  better  there. 

Shall  light  from  heaven  be  set  aside  ? 
The  polar  star  no  longer  guide? 
The  polar  star  I    *Tis  distant,  cold ; 
Might  once  have  done ;  'tis  now  too  old. 

The  sun  is  old ;  'tis  but  a  star, 
And  spots  are  on  it,  too*    They  are — ? 
His  fires — who  knows — may  cease  to  burn ; 
The  sun  had  better  go  astern! 

The  age  in  which  we  live,  what,  ho! 
What  is  there  that  it  doth  not  know  ? 
The  wonder  is  one  head  can  hold 
Such  wisdom  vast — so  manifold! 

Let  it  "  revise/'    Let  nations  learn 
That  all  the  past  is  best  astern ! 
That  this  the  age  that  shall  unfold 
G)nsummate  wisdom,  solid  gold! 
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A  MISSIONARY  HYMN 

PJ  lord,  the  earth  is  thine; 
^  'Twas  made  by  hand  divine; 
Bring  it  to  Thee» 
O  send,  thou  blessed  Lord, 
To  every  land  thy  Word, 
And  there  thy  grace  record, 
Where'er  it  be. 

Then  shall  the  nations  raise 
To  Thee  their  hymns  of  praise 

From  sea  to  sea; 
Then  earth,  in  beauty  drest. 
Shall  be  as  Eden  blest. 
While  all  her  weary  rest, 

O  Lord,  in  Thee. 
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''ALL  DONE  IN  LOVE'' 

I  Cor.  xvi,  J4.    R.  V. 

^^  T  ET  all  that  ye  do  in  Love  be  done :  ** 
*Tis  so  that  He  lived  divine,  the  Son 
Of  God  and  of  Mary — the  Blessed  One — 
**  AU  done  in  Love/' 

The  sun  in  the  heavens,  his  life  is  such 
All  nature  revives  at  his  sweet  touch ; 
Of  life  and  of  light  he  pours  how  much ! 
**  All  done  in  Love/' 

The  fields  and  the  forests,  the  flocks  and 

herds, 
The  buds  in  their  beauty,  the  bees  and  birds, 
Repeat  the  same  lesson,  and  these  the  words : 
**  All  done  in  Love/' 

All  done,  and  in  Love!    The  heavens  are 

high 
And  joys  are  ecstatic  beyond  the  sky. 
For  this  is  their  key-note,  far  and  nigh : 
**  All  done  in  Love/' 
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^^YE  ARE  MY  WITNESSES'' 

Isaiah  xliii^  (0 

'OR  years  and  years  IVe  read  and  thought 
And  all  the  wealth  of  learning  sought 
In  books  Fve  borrowed,  books  IVe  bought* 

Fve  scanned  the  sky,  Fve  searched  the  sea ; 
Fve  sought  the  flower,  the  shrub,  the  tree. 
That  each  its  store  might  give  to  me* 

Fve  sought  the  home  of  beast  and  bird 
To  know  the  thought  that  in  them  stirred 
And  many  a  curious  thing  Fve  heard* 

Fve  sought  the  works  of  genius  rare — 
Of  sculptor,  painter — wondrous  fair 
Were  light  and  shadow  mingled  there* 

Fve  stood  entranced — so  deep  their  thrill — 
When  chords  were  touched  with  magic  skill 
That  swayed  my  heart  at  their  sweet  will* 

But  would  you  know  what  I  love  more 
Than  all  Fve  read  in  learned  lore ; 
Than  all  Fve  found  on  sea  or  shore  ? 

*Tis  this :  that  hour  when,  freed  from  care, 
My  soul  goes  up  to  God  in  prayer. 
In  this  is  bliss  not  found  elsewhere* 
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NIL  SINE  COGITATIONE 

Lines  written  on  a  shell  found  at  Bay-Head,  N.  ),,  J  883 

gEAUTIFUL,  beautiful  little  shell; 
Perfect  in  outline ;  polished  as  well — 
Why  art  thou  here  on  the  wide  sea  beach  ? 
What  is  the  lesson  thou  hast  to  preach  ? 

Lessons  ?    Aye,  lessons  half  a  score 
I  bring  with  me  to  the  sounding  shore* 
Thoughtfully  ponder,  if  so  inclined ; 
Heedless,  'tis  **  only  a  shell/'  you  find. 

Only  a  shell ;  yes,  only  a  shell; 
Yet  ponder  me  well,  ponder  me  well* 
Wisdom  and  Love,  in  me,  have  designed. 
Built  up  and  polished ;  ponder  and  find. 
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THE  LORD  BE  PRAISED 

npHE  Lord  be  praised  both  day  and  night 
For  home,  and  wife,  and  love,  and  light ; 
Yea,  praised  for  field,  for  herds  and  flocks ; 
For  ores  and  oils,  sands,  clays  and  rocks* 

For  written  language — spoken,  too ; 
For  smiles  of  friends  we  know  are  true ; 
For  helping  hands  and  nimble  feet ; 
For  kiss  of  love,  both  true  and  sweet ; 
With  all  our  senses — seven — complete. 

Here  are  a  few  of  God^s  good  gifts. 
Each  one  of  which  my  heart  uplifts 
To  Him  in  joy  and  in  amaze ; 
Uplifts  in  light,  uplifts  in  praise* 
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HAND  OF  GOD 

''  I  "^HE  earth  entire,  from  sea  to  sea, 
Is  beautiful  and  bright  to  me; 
The  waves  of  ocean  as  they  roll. 
With  joy  overflowing  fill  my  souL 

Dost  ask  me  why  ?    Because  I  see 
God's  hand  in  love  hath  wrought  for  me ; 
Hath  wrought  in  all  with  wondrous  skill. 
With  wondrous  skill  is  working  still. 

That  hand  I  love,  on  sea  or  shore. 
That  hand  is  working  evermore ; 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
That  hand  is  busy — hand  of  God. 
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BEAUTY  EVERYWHERE 

npHE  earth  hath  beauty  in  her  hills 
And  in  her  prairies  wide ; 
Her  lakes,  her  rivers  and  her  rills, 
And  in  old  ocean^s  tide. 

There's  beauty  in  her  forests  deep 

And  in  her  waving  grain ; 
There's  beauty  in  the  storms  that  sweep 

The  mountain,  sea  and  plain* 

There's  beauty  where  the  early  morn 
Has  kissed  the  tears  of  night ; 

While  Flora,  filled  anew,  is  thrifled 
With  infinite  delight* 

The  cheek  of  apple,  peach  or  pear — 
Choice  clusters  on  the  vine — 

The  mosses,  ferns  and  lilies  fair, 
Have  beauty  half  divine* 

The  forms  of  men,  of  beasts,  of  birds ; 

Of  fishes  in  the  sea. 
Have  lines  of  beauty  everywhere. 

Where'er  those  lines  may  be* 
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The  Frost  hath  fingers  fairylike, 

And  fairylike  he  works ; 
While  everywhere  in  his  designs 

A  wondrous  beauty  lurks. 

In  all  the  earth,  in  all  the  sky, 
Through  all  the  realms  of  air. 

There's  beauty  far,  there's  beauty  nigh. 
There's  beauty  everywhere* 
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GOD  IS  GCXDD 

'  OD  is  good*    The  morning  beam 

Tells  it  to  the  rippling  stream; 
The  rippling  stream  through  all  the  wood 
Whispers  sweetly,  God  is  good. 

God  is  good*    The  evening  breeze, 
Waving  grain  and  fruitful  trees, 
In  a  voice  well  understood, 
All  are  saying,  God  is  good. 

God  is  good.    The  worlds  on  high 
Publish  it  throughout  the  sky ; 
While  below,  the  field  and  flood 
Both  unite  in,  God  is  good. 
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MEDITATION 

A  BOVE^  beneath^  and  all  around, 
It  is  one  sea,  immense,  profound ; 
Each  separate  sphere  an  island  there 
With  bounds  defined  distinct  and  clear» 

O  wondrous  might  that  moulded,  whirled, 
And  did  fling  out  each  separate  world ! 
O  wondrous  wisdom  to  enact 
The  laws  that  govern  each,  exact* 

The  laws  of  light,  and  laws  of  heat. 
And  gravitation,  all  complete ! 
What  proof  of  mind  to  find  and  show ; 
What,  higher  far,  to  make  them  so ! 

Our  little  world,  with  all  its  show 
Of  busy  tribes  that  come  and  go. 
Is  but  one  isle  of  outline  mean. 
Compared  with  all  this  brilliant  scene* 

My  soul  be  thoughtful;  know  thy  place : 
A  little  while — a  little  space — 
A  mortal  form — a  smile — a  tear — 
Is  all  thou  hast,  appointed,  here* 
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But  who  can  tell  in  boundless  space 
Where  yet  may  be  thy  dwelling  place  ? 
An  eaglet  now  within  thy  nest, 
But  soon  the  skies  become  thee  best. 

My  soul,  was  it  not  writ  of  old 
Of  city  fair  whose  streets  are  gold, 
Whose  portals  pearl,  the  dwelling  place 
Of  ransomed  ones — through  God*s  rich 
grace! 

And  why,  my  soul,  believe  it  not  ? 
And,  if  received,  O  why  forgot ! 
On  things  above  set  thou  thine  eyes ; 
So  run  that  thou  obtain  the  prize. 
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GOD'S  LOVE 

n^ERE'S  beauty  in  the  earth, 
There^s  beauty  in  the  sea, 
There's  beauty  in  the  star-lit  sky — 
God's  love  to  you  and  me^ 

God's  glory  fifls  the  earth, 
God's  glory  crowns  the  sea, 

God's  glory  beams  in  every  star — 
God's  love  to  you  and  me* 
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THE  STARS 

Q  WHITHER  came  those  worlds  of  light 
That  roll  with  such  resistless  might 
Through  all  the  realms  of  beauteous  night  ? 

How  vast  the  vault  through  which  they 

fly! 
How  still,  how  wide,  how  deep,  how  high ! 
How  distant  all,  though  seeming  nigh ! 

How  populous  may  those  worlds  be  ? 
Have  they  broad  rivers,  such  as  we  ? 
With  mountains,  and  the  rolling  sea  ? 

Do  lofty  trees  salute  their  skies ; 
While  flowers  of  many  brilliant  dyes 
Create  a  constant,  sweet  surprise  ? 

Have  they  our  rocks,  our  numerous  ores. 
Our  polished  shells  to  line  their  shores  ? 
Our  ships  and  boats,  with  sails  and  oars  ? 

Now  what  forbids  ?  and  why  not  so  ? 
Our  heat  and  light  they  have,  we  know ; 
Our  atmosphere,  with  rain  and  snow. 


51 


And  is  it  not  entirely  clear 

That  he  who  built  the  **footstooP^  here 

Himself  did  build  each  rolling  sphere  ? 

And  wherefore  built  ?    Was  all  for  show? 
Or,  just  to  light  our  world  below  ? 
A  thousand  voices  answer — No* 
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WHERE  IS   HEAVEN? 

IVrOT  to  harm,  but  just  to  bless, 

Came  the  Lord  our  righteousness ; 
Came  from  Heaven — of  lowly  birth — 
Came  from  Heaven  to  bless  the  earth. 

Where  is  Heaven  ?    Is^t  far  away  ? 
Nay,  about  us,  day  by  day ; 
Near  us ;  nearer  than  we  know* 
Sweet  is  this  ?    God  made  it  so. 

God  is  in  it.    He  is  here. 
Faintest  prayer  can  reach  His  ear. 
In  it  is  the  Saviour,  too. 
Hidden  only  from  our  view. 

Hidden  by  the  veil  between 
Are  our  friends,  and  hosts  unseen. 
Are  they  near  us — those  most  dear? 
Hidden  only — ever  near. 

He  who  came — of  lowly  birth — 
Came  from  Heaven  to  bless  the  earth, 
Came  not  from  some  distant  star, 
Twinkling  in  the  depths  afar. 
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Childhood's  thought  !   *Tis  one  bright 

sphere; 
God  and  light  are  always  here ; 
God  and  His  are  always  near* 

Still  He  came  and  came  to  bless, 
He  the  Lord  our  righteousness* 
With  us  always,  lo!  is  He ; 
With  Him  always  so  are  we* 

When  there  hangs  no  veil  between 
We  shall  see  as  we  are  seen. 
Then — how  blessed  is  the  thought — 
We  shall  praise  Him  as  we  ought* 
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BEAUTIFUL  LIGHT 

gEAUTIFUL,  beautiful,  beautiful  light  1 
Everywhere  owning  thy  magical  might, 
Oceans  and  islands  and  continents  wide 
Roll  on  in  splendor,  in  beauty  abide. 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  light ! 
Born  before  Eden — right  out  of  the  Night ; 
The  flower  of  Creation — aye,  out  of  her  sod, 
Touched  by  the  finger,  creative,  of  God. 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  light  I 
Silent  and  swift  is  thy  wonderful  flight. 
Visiting  world  after  world,  where  has  been 
Never  a  footprint  of  Death  or  of  Sin. 

Wonderful,  wonderful,  wonderful  light ! 
What,  without  thee,  were  the  organ  of  sight! 
What,  without  thee,  were  a  life  on  the  earth! 
Desolate,  destitute — nothing  of  worth. 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  light  I 
Where  thou  abidest  the  happy  unite. 
Home  of  the  happy — joyous  their  rest — 
Countless  their  numbers — perfectly  blest. 
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THIS  IS  NOT  YOUR  REST 

Micah  ii,  JO 

TT  is  not  here,  it  is  not  here 

The  soul  finds  rest: 
Too  quickly  falls  the  blinding  tear ; 
Too  quickly  calls  the  dreaded  bier: 
Not  here  is  rest. 

And  why  should  man  on  earth  find  rest? 

Would  that  be  best? 
Is  earth  the  largest,  brightest  sphere  ? 
Has  earth  the  longest,  fullest  year, 

Most  richly  drest  ? 

O  man,  bethink  thee !    Look  on  high : 

How  vast  the  sky ! 
What  hinders  now,  but  robe  of  clay. 
That  thou  shouldst  hie  thee  hence  away  ? 

What  is — to  die  ? 

O  field  of  light !    O  world  of  love ! — 

Around,  above — 
Draw  me  and  dry  my  blinding  tears ; 
Draw  me,  by  all  your  radiant  spheres. 

To  life  and  love! 
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DEATH 

AT  is  Death?    O  Thou  who  livest 
And  to  mortals  freely  givest, 

Let  Thy  Spirit  teach  me  now 

What  it  is  in  Death  to  bow! 
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THE  PLACE  OF  PILGRIMS 

*  I  'riE  earth  hath  her  shadow,  which  opens  the 
skies; 

Her  sunshine  and  rain-drops,  whence  forests 
arise; 

Her  mountains,  her  valleys,  her  quick  run- 
ning rills; 

Her  flowers,  her  prairies  and  health-giving 
hifls. 

She  pours  from  her  cisterns  the  life-giving 

rain; 
She  bears  on  her  bosom  the  golden-hued 

grain; 
She  smiles  as  she  decks  with    a    liberal 

hand 
Her  empire  of  Ocean,  her  empire  of  Land* 

Look  we  'neath  her  surface,  what  wonderful 

stores 
We  find    in    her    rocks,  her  carbon,  her 

ores; 
While  out-gushing  oils  with  her  gases  unite 
To  banish  the  gloom  of  both  winter  and 

night* 
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Speak  we  of  that  power  which  the  water 

doth  hold? 
In  harness  of  Watt,  hath  its  wonders  been 

told! 
Which  wearieth  not,  which  outstrippeth  the 

wind, 
Uniting  in  one  both  the  West  and  the  Ind» 

Though  allied  to  the  soil,  ^tis  akin  to  the 

skies; 
And  so,  too,  the  lightning,  which  far  away 

hies 
On  errand  of  love  or  of  commerce  or  state : 
O  man,  it  proclaimeth    thy  birthright    is 

great! 

O  wondrous  the  birthright  of  wonderful 

child! 
Like  ass  of  the  desert  untutored  and  wild. 
Like  storm  of  the  mountain,  like  wave  of  the 

sea, 
O  wonder  of  wonders,  what  wonder  like 

thee! 

Again:    Be  it  noted  that  earth  with  her 
stores, 
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Her  fullness,  her  fatness,   her  forests,  her 

ores — 
Yea,  aHl  that  is  here — is  the  footstool,  alone. 
Of  One  Who  hath  formed  thee,  O  man,  for 

His  own. 

But,  ** pilgrims  and  strangers*'  are  afl  who 

are  here : 
Why,  then,  wilt  thou  not  seek  a  happier 

sphere  ? 
To  Him  who  hath  formed  thee  lift  up  thou 

thine  eyes 
And  walk  in  His  light ;    Lo !  Heaven  is  the 

prize. 
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MYSELF 

T  AM  here  a  Me  while, 
Pendulum  Wtxt  a  tear  and  smile: 
Let  not  folly  me  beguile^ 

What  my  loss,  oh,  who  can  tell, 
If  I  love  this  world  too  well  I 
Short  the  time  I  here  can  dwell. 

Worlds  on  worlds  roll  fast  on  high — 
Worlds  on  worlds  through  all  the  sky 
Freed  from  clay  to  these  I  hie* 

O  for  wisdom  now  to  see 
What,  if  wise,  I  soon  shall  be — 
Glad  for  all  eternity* 
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GROWING  OLD 

^OU^RE  growing  old ;  your  feet  are  cold ; 

You  put  them  on  the  fender ; 
Your  hands  are  thin,  and  'neath  the  skin 
How  marked  the  chords  so  slender  1 

Fm  growing  oldt    My  life  I  hold, 

Yet  hold  it  insecurely ; 
Have  held  it  here  for  many  a  year, 

But  soon  we  part  most  surcly» 

We  part  indeed,  but  have  wc  need 

To  fear  'twill  be  forever  ? 
Oh,  no!    Well  meet,  and  oh,  how  sweet 

To  part  again,  oh,  never  I 

When  comes  that  day  this  curious  clay. 

Perfect  in  form  and  feature. 
With  sweet  surprise  shall  'wake,  shall  rise 

A  glorious,  new-made  creature* 

In  that  fair  land  nor  eye  nor  hand 

Nor  foot  shall  weary  ever ; 
Its  joys  are  pure  and  shall  endure 

Forever  and  f orever. 
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Oh,  joy  divine!  can  this  be  mine  ? 

Can  I,  in  truth,  receive  it  ? 
Oh,  yes  I  to-day»    *Tis  **  wisdom^s  way/' 

I  do,  I  do  believe  it. 


A 
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ASPIRATION 

/^H!  Lord  my  God,  in  whom  are  hid 
The  stores  of  boundless  grace, 
I  long  to  see,  thy  courts  amid, 
Thy  reconciling  face* 

My  spirit  longs  its  source  to  find ; 

It  longs,  my  God,  for  Thee : 
Oh,  hear  its  cry  1    'Tis  poor  and  blind ! 

Hide  not  thyself  from  me ! 
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'^ALL  THINGS  ARE  YOURS'' 

Bible 

/^OME,  my  soul,  behold  thy  treasures; 
Count  them  o*er  and  o^er ; 
They're  no  vision — not  ideal ; 
All  are  solid,  lasting,  real : 
ODunt  them  o'er  and  o'er. 

Not  for  pride,  but  very  gladness, 

Come,  behold  thy  store : 
All  thy  footsteps  it  will  lighten, 
AH  thy  pathway  it  will  brighten. 
Brighten  more  and  more. 

Shall  the  sons  of  earthly  princes 

Count  their  little  store  ? 
Shall  not,  then,  the  God-descended, 
Heaven-endowed  and  heaven-attended 

Count  their  riches  o'er  ? 

Who  can  number,  heir  of  glory, 
What  is  thine  in  store  ? 

Life  eternal  I    Praise  the  Giver, 

And  in  Him  rejoice  forever. 
Aye,  forevermore. 
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AN  EVENING  PRAYER 

CAVIOUR,  Thou  hast  kindly  kept  me, 
Through  the  hours  of  all  this  day. 
Now,  retiring,  still  defend  me ; 
Still  protect  this  **  house  of  clay/* 

Slumber  sweet  be  pleased  to  send  me, 
While  my  heart  is  glad  in  Thee ; 
Let  Thine  angel  guard  attend  me 
Till  the  morning's  light  I  see. 
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